Ends 


In astringency of violet 
light the nearly-dead un- 


der a green sheet, his 
pneumatic platform 
besieged by science. 


I'll take a grandpa’s room of 
funky comforters, with music 
on the radio like a soft buzz. 


Dusty light along innumerable 
prescription bottles shaping 


the end tables. Kids outside, 
impossible to hush, play 


catch, smacking gloves 
a lovely metronome. 


